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On the charmer's cheek the down, me thinks, Selim,
Is a tinge thy sighing's smoke hath painted there.

Selim's son and successor Murad III was, unlike his father,
of a melancholy and somewhat morbid temperament. In the
mystic teaching of the Sufis he found a philosophy congenial
to his nature, and to this he seems to have given his whole
mind. The results, so far as the state was concerned, were
disastrous; in an empire like the Ottoman, where everything
depended upon the one man who was at the helm, it was
necessary not only that that man should be possessed of
extraordinary ability, but that he should strain every nerve
to accomplish the hard duty laid upon him. Under the
shadow of the name of the great Suleyman the colossal
structure of Ottoman power had continued to appear, out-
wardly at least, unimpaired during the reign of Selim; but
immunity derived from such a source was of necessity but
brief, and as Murad had no attention to spare for mundane
things, corruption and demoralization of every sort began
to spread with constantly increasing rapidity through every
department of the state. The disease which now so fiercely
attacked the body politic was not the result of Murad's
inattention alone, for that did but develop it; the germs had
been present from the beginning, waiting only for a favou-
rable opportunity to spring into active life. That opportunity
came at last; and the deadly canker has been gnawing at
the heart of the Empire from that day to this. Attempts
to check the curse have not been wanting; but these have
hitherto been spasmodic, and although they have been so
far successful that many of the worst symptoms have either
been greatly modified or have altogether disappeared, the

turned upside down; the gleaming radiance' is firstly the white page on
which the letter is supposed to be written, and secondly the blight forehead
on which the eyebrow is traced.